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my letters till I get home ? I think it might be amusing to read them when my cold weather in India is a thing of the past.
Behold us on the first stage of our wanderings!
We left Takai on Wednesday, I in my old friend the doolie, Boggley on his bicycle. It is wonderful where a bicycle can go in India
I was much sorrier to leave Takai than I thought I should be, and I think they were a little sorry to see me go*. Even the missionary ladies unbent so far as to say they would miss my bright face and merry chatter. How differently people describe things I Bright and merry are hardly the adjectives I should have applied to my soulful countenance and brilliant conversation; but no matter. They all stood on the verandah to watch us go. Mrs, Russel, dear woman, was obviously sincerely sorry for anyone leaving such a delectable spot as Takai; and indeed there are many worse places. The boys grinned benignly, each hopping on one foot. Robert, looking rather like a toadstool with his topi and thin legs, said, "I'm going to Scotland soon, and I'm not coming back to India till I have a long beard/*
Just as we were starting, an object hurtled through the air and fell at my feet, and Jean's voice explained,